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FUN FROM THE FUNSMITHS,

= A Spriak Catastrophe.
. Afer the Trumbull avenue resident had
answered an imperative call to the front
@eor ha returned to the bosom of his family,
- between his teeth and looking like
a thundercloud. No member of the house-
'm0l had the temerity to address him, sghe
.Jook the Initintive.
“See that man who calledT" as he glared
gbout the room. No one rallied sufficlent
r “Fapce looked like a
cranberry patch. Peeled and scralched ae
though he had been under ‘u procession of
-brush barrows He's wearing smoked gok-
#les and thinks he's liable to lose the sight
ot one eye. It all comes from that fool
freak of yours to raise & crop of sweet
peas,” and he transfixed the eldest daughter
with = look of lightning flashes.
“Why, pape. what did that have to do
rith 1™
“Everything. He woull be a well man
#c-8ay but for that. I told you that. you
oouldn't raise flowers in the shade, but
you think you know more than & whole ag-
ricoltural college. I bought you a cart-
brush to stick the things with, but
ol must have wire netting. And of
your mother stuck up for you. It
wyou wanted a barbed-wire fence twelve feet
around the premises to keep the
she’d may that you must have it.
: buying that netting sec-
endband, and brought it home on a strest
on back platform got
up in it and would have thrown me
the sspbalt when we were going thirty
hour, £ 12 hadn't been for the con-

I weat to jump off at tha cross-
roll stuck out

|Fight om an Omuibus Tep and Its Ine

8t. Peter and the Recording Angel done
underommwt. 80 as to save
Hern.ld.' 5

movent Canse.

A Homeric struggle took place on the
imperial of an omnibus yesterday. Three
persons got on the omnibus at the
Bourse; a big, stout. man, of about 50, his
wile, and a *“vieux marcheur,” who at once
began to make eyes at the lady. At the
Louxte the lady sprang to her feet and nd-
dressed the old beau as follows: “'Ogle me,
If you will, but don't pinch me!"

Every one laughed but the hushand, wife
and the aggressor. The big man stepped
forward and struck “Don Juan” In the face.
The conductor with much difficulty sepa-
rated the belligerents, and the three were
about to go to the FPolice Commissioner,
when another lady addressed the outraged
lady as follows:

“Why. It was my lobster!"

And so It proved, for the “insect’s" claws
projected from her basket, ready to do It
again.—Matin, Paris,

Two of a Kind.

Jaggles: ““What makes you think they are
searching for the unatialnable?”

Waggles: “"His wife is seeliing for some-
thing to remove superfivous halr, while he
Is looking for a prescrintion to grow Balr
on a bald head—Judge.

Time's Whirliag Again.

Attention is called 1o the fuct that Peter
Minnits came over hers in 163 and bought
Manhattan Island for $34.

How Time's whirligizg has revolved since
then.

To-day Peter Minnjts couldn't buy =
friendly wink from a New York Police Cap-
tain for that paitry sum.—Cleveland Plain
Dealer,

his Jetter, which I am to sign, you have written
you might have written ‘Yours truly.'™ -
it was just then 12 o'clock."—Fliegende Blaotter.
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| e eorner. 1 sho'ly would be much oblige

| tisement which reads:

| Mr Godtrey: “1 tMnk so, tos. e asied

Rellootions of &

A womah's chief charms are her instincts.
and her e

There is-no
sald “damn’™ was : :
IThe average i #4'funniest to & man’
when she thinks she:ijf most sgreastic, .
‘Ons year of mifriied Jife brings a man to

agaln. i 3 ol AN (1
- Very often it'Ia the womes wiko look most
iike cold appla pls Wwho are really like
curried peppers. 3

A smart woman can fool & man all his
life, but & mmAart man can fool a woman
until she finds it out.—~New York Press

He: “Do you like my brother better than
you do me?™ 5

She: “What salary does he get?'=Tit-
-Bits, .

“Is it true Boston relstively drinka more
whisky than any other American <ity?’

“] have seen it mo mtated." .

“Then how does it manage to maintain
fts reputation for unbroken correctness of
speech.—Philadeiphla Times. :

A Bouthern lady met & colored widow,
gaudlly attired, Iaughing and talking and
seemingly In the best of spirita.

“Why, Lizzie” mald the lady, stopping
the horse she was driving. *how Is it that
you. are so cheerful* when your husband
died only three weesks ago?

“Lor, Miss Mary, retumned the widow,
with a broad grin, “ev'ybedy know thers
alp' no happiness in married i till one
ob 'em's dons ‘ceasted.’’—Harper's ‘Mijga-
sine, ?
“Are you de gemman dat sald ‘de hoss
mur' goT " asked the colofed man. -

“T am,” answered the enthusiast on the
subject of mechanics,

liberty o' sayin' dat I has d¢ balkies’ ani-
mal dat ever blocked a sirest, jeu' aromn’

ef you could come mroun’ and prove yoh
'wﬁu."—wm Btar.

We find in & Georgia exchange an adver-|

" “Dealer In hard timber, ice cream, soda
w,mﬂumﬂm.ﬂm

and w wal -
without p:tl&m you :
N Mre. Godfrey: “I think it's about time
we began to send Willie 10 Sundsy sehool.”.

mé only yesterday if I belleved that fairy
mdam-mmwmﬂm

doubedibac the man who.test |

“Well, suh, I jes’ Gesfubied to take &a |

=
QUO VADIS?

“Monslenr, your mother-in-law wishes, to see youn.”
“All right; show her in.”

Here is an extract from an unpublisheil
historical novel based on revolutionary
themes:
The spy, for he was a spy, looked about
him with eager eyes. Was he trapped? The
room grew misty In the shadows. Night's
sable curtains were falling. Had he been
seeh to enter?
He wap quite alone, The smoldering logs
were fitfully sputtering on the Louls Quinze
hearth. The little flames they sent forth
threw patches of light on the colonlial table,
on the Queen Anne sideboard and on the
tall Mayflower clock in the duskiest corner
He was quite alone.
“Odds bodikins,” he hoarsely murmurec
“but It was a close call!l Mine would hav
been a short shrift an® they had caught me.
That was a parlous wretch who halted me
beyond the village green. 1 more than half
suspect the knave holds me to be other than
I am. Peste, but it is an ungodly calling!
And mow to hide the papers In the place
1,

the tessellated
hearth and Inld a packet beneath it.
rose to his feet he sighed heavily.
“Beshrew meo well,” he muttered, "if by
to-morrow night at this very hour the rebel

THE TRUE HISTO

As he’

Washington and all his hireling jays be not
In our hands!"

He turned away when a smothered Taugh
broke upon the stiliness. The spy whirled
about, The cold perspirafion stoed upon his
hrow.

*'Bdeath!” he gasped. “"What {t 18?" The
heating of his heart falrly jarred a priceless
Lely from the wall, But in & fmomeng he
rallied. . X

“May the foul flend fiy away with my
nerves!" he cried. “I'm all unstrung. And
now to steal forth.” He moved cautiously

orward and his fingers closed upon the
iixteenth Century door latch. “Ha, ha,'” he

huckled, “the road s clear!"

“Halt!" cried a terrible volce. The spy
:rouched down in terror.

Then a most surprising thing happened.
The tall old clock in the corner suddenly
took on life. It moved forward, Its face be-
came & human face, Its hands were human
bands, its antique case resolved itself Into
A clonk. The spy looked up at the majestic
form before him with a shrick of horror.

“Malediction!" he howled. It is Washing-
ton himself!"

He was right. |

The Father of Hils Country straightened

THE OVERZEALOUS WATCHDOG.

RICAL STYLE.

hls tocked hat as he stared down upon the
cringing wretch.

*“What ho, within there!" he éried In his
magnificent volce. “Bring lights,”

A moment later & continental Sergeant in
full uniform entered bearing a Louls XIII
candelabra.

“Did you ring, General?' ha asked.

“Sergeant Mullins,”” sald the General
without heeding the Interruption, “take this
varlet away, He is a spy and must be dealt
with an such. At dawn to-morrow you will
bring him forth and shoot him bebind the
cow shed."

“Pardon me, Genernl,” sald the gruff old
Bergeant, “but 1 think it would be more
apt to be fatal If we shot him in the chicken
yard"

“Very well,” eald the General, “shoot him
anywhere you please so long as you reach
the right spot. Away with him!"

A long sigh exhaled from the General's
lips as the door closed behind the spy and
his jaller.

A shaded sadness crossed his spiendid fes~
tures.

“Buch Is war,” hs murmured,

“And that man is my mother's second
cousin, twice removed—and I have eon-
demned him to an ignoble death,” he faint-
ly murmured.

Then leaning heavily on the mantsl he
slowly added:

“But I do it all for thee, my country: I do
it all for thee!'—Cleveland Plaln Dealer.

Jeannie.
Do you think of the days that are gons,
Jeannle,
As you sit by your fire at night?
Do you wish that the morn would bring
back the time
When your heart and your step was So
light?
I think of the days that are gone, Robin,
JAnd of all that I joyed in then;
But the fairest that eéver arose on me
1 have never wished back again,

Do you think of the hopes that are gone,
Jeannie,
As you pit by your fire at night?
Do you gather them up as faded fast,
Like buds with an early blight?
I think of the hopes that are gone, Hobin,
And 1 mourn that their stay was so fleet,
For ;:q fell as the leaves of tha red rose
1,
And were ever In falllng sweet.

Do you think of the friends that are gone
Jeannle,
As you sit by your fire at night?
Do you wish they were ‘round you agaln
ance maore,
By the hearth that they made so bright?
1 think of the friends tBat are gone, Robin,
They are Sear to my heart, as then.
But t!;:lnnmmamtamctm
a

1 have never wished back again

His Fapa’s Charges.
A well-known physician residing om the

His restiess nature has made h
thing of a torment to his tescher
and one aftéernoon not long ago
him {8 after the othery were dismi
had & serious talk with him.

© 'You better not,” mald the bey.
"1?.3“ not!” inquired the teacher.
“'Caune he charges vinit," ;
samp.—Exchange. g ——
A Comparisen.
I'd ruther lay out here ameong the trees,
With the ninging birds and bumblabees,
A-knowlrig that I can do as I please,
Than to live what folks call & life of ease
Up thar in the city.

For I really don’t ‘xactly understas’

Where the comfort is for any man

In walkin® hot bricks and usin’ a fan,

And enjoyin' himself as bhe says he can,
: Up ther in the city.

A
;
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POETRY FROM THE TYPEWRITER.

The Opening Duy.
“Play balll" Again the cry goes up
From where the umpire stands,
And forward strides a husky chap,
A willow o his hands,

| A sphere of horsehide cleaves the air

Like missile frem a gun;
The butsman swings and look=s amazed,
The umpire enys: “Strike onel™”

Again the batsman makes his pose,
The plicher throws n fit;

Then with the bat the ball collides,
And thousands cheer the hit,

The rooters yell till they are hoarse,
The cranks their score-cards dot,

While peepers rt the knotholes smile,
And those who bet wax hot,

Another husky chap appears,
And at the pltcher grins;
Again the baill Is flercely banged,
And to the shortstop spins,
Two men are sprinting down the lines,
While watching thousands shout;
A rapid double play s made—
The umpire calls both out.

Then from all sldes come hoots and jeers,
And howls of rage and grief;
The ters at the pire scowl,
And join in shouts of *"Thief!"
There’'s wos among the hleacherites,
In grand stand there's a kick;
And urchine on the fencetop yell:
“Bay, swipe dat empire, quick!"

The storm is hushed, the game procesds,
Though oft the umplirs’'s jeered;

The ball is banged, and thrown, and tossed
And players oft are cheered,

The rooters’ spirits riss and fall,
The cranks note every piay,

And If the game ends well all join
In one great, glad “Hooray!™

The season’s on and now for months

All hands will talk baseball,
And pennant hopes will often rise,

The Melens Race.

Oh, de watermilyun vine

Is a-runnin’ me a race,
But I knows wha he a-gwine—

I familiar wid de place!

Den it's good times,
En good times,
En wear de smilin’ face!

Oh, ds watermilyun vine
1s a-runnin’ fer his life:

Dut I watchin® whar he gwine,
En T whetten’ er my knifa,

Den it's good times,
En good times,
En glory in yo' lifel

—Atlanta Constitution. 4
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The Brief Time. 1
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Brief time to sing, my dearie—briet time te &

sing and righ; =

We only say good morning, and then goof

night—good-by! i

The Shadow in the munlight o'er all the widg =
world giooms,

A moan {s in the musio—the blight is in the
blooms. i

IL
Brisf tima to love, my dearls, in eprings

tima's rosy beams;
To drink the honoy-aweetness—to dream thy *
old, sweet dreams;
The Bhadow in the sunlight moves to the
breath of sighs 5
And wnseen sirits ever kima dowam ews.
dreaming eyes. A
IIL ;
Oh, &reams, like phantoms fiying where enfls
shadows throng! v
Ol life too brief for sighing, and 1ife teg
briet for song! s
And the green world at our feet, dear; and
overhead the sky 5

“Crape on your bat, Moasleur! You've snffered
“Not at all! I'm a widower, that's allI"—Polichinelle.

Thought he gwine ter ketch & whale—
Whale, he swaller Jonabj

“Moses fn de bullrosh,
Tide a-comin’ in; :

But for Pharoah's daughten,
Whar would Moses been?

*Lot's wife, she so curious,
Punish fer de fauit;

But fer Kunnel Lot's wife
Whar would we git smait?™

——
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diag hey, ihe johany-jump-ups are prepar-

round the stump;

And love that sayw good morning, enly ts
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